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f{ c It is possible for me/ I said, f to make that
paper move perceptibly by simply concentrating my
will upon it/

ce c Indeed !? exclaimed Barker. ( Then you don't
want to borrow my watch, or hat for the present ? I
hope, however, to see before long two kicking rabbits
in either hand, coils of coloured paper round your
feet, to say nothing of a bowl of goldfish. Fire
away, Dudley, and, for Heaven's sake, talk! No
conjuror can perform a trick without considerable
gagging. Ws all part of the business.5

" I took no notice of Barker's remarks, but con-
fined my attention to the paper on the table. Five
minutes, ten minutes went by, then the paper
moved across the table-cloth.

(c The experiment, simple as it was, impressed
Barker. I saw him staring stupidly at the paper.

" ( Awfully clever/ he said at last. s Oan^t think
how you do it. But do you mi'nd switching off on
to something else ? My nerves are a bit shaky
to-night.'

(i When I informed Barker that I intended to draw
his soul from his body, his eyes protruded, bis jaw-
dropped. He sat before me a huddled heap of a
man, protesting feebly, waving his hands about as
if to ward off a blow. I explained to Barker that
when the soul is driven from the body, it is attached
to its material case by a thin, ethereal cord, which y
if broken, would cause instantaneous death. It waa